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on Sundays, and where only one person can tell you the
day of the month, and she is generally wrong; and if people
were aware how slow Time journeyed in that village, and
what armfuls of spare hours he gives, over and above the
bargain, to its wise inhabitants, I believe there would be
a stampede out of London, Liverpool, Paris, and a variety
of large towns, where the clocks lose their heads, and shake
the hours out each one faster than the other, as though
they were all in a wager. And all these foolish pilgrims
would each bring his own misery along with him, in a
watch-pocket! It is to be noticed, there were no clocks
and watches in the much-vaunted days before the flood.
It follows, of course, there were no appointments, and
punctuality was not yet thought upon. 'Though ye take
from a covetous man all his treasure,' says Milton,4 he has
yet one jewel left; ye cannot deprive him of his covetous-
ness.' And so I would say of a modern man of business, you
may do what you will for him, put him in Eden, give him
the elixir of life—he has still a flaw at heart, he still has his
business habits. Now, there is no time when business
habits are more mitigated than on a walking tour. And so
during these halts, as I say, you will feel almost free.
But it is at night, and after dinner, that the best hour
comes. There are no such pipes to be smoked as those that
follow a good day's march; the flavour of the tobacco is a
thing to be remembered, it is so dry and aromatic, so full
and so fine. If you wind up the evening with grog, you will
own there was never such grog; at every sip a jocund
tranquillity spreads about your limbs, and sits easily in your
heart. If you jrcad a book—and you will never do so save
by fits and starts—you find the language strangely racy and

